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ABEL [snappishly]. I tell you I wasn't asleep, 'Melia* Damn
it, I ought to know.
MRS JORDAN. Didn't you see Henry or Amelia come into
the room ?
ABEL [scratching his bead]. Now let me think-------
MRS SLATER. I wouldn't press him, Elizabeth. Don't press
him.
HENRY. No.   I wouldn't worry him.
ABEL [suddenly recollecting. Ay, begad 1 'Melia and Henry,
what the devil did you mean by shifting my bureau out of my
bedroom ?                          [HENRY and MRS SLATER are speechless.
D'you hear me ?   Henry !   'Melia !
MRS JORDAN. What bureau was that, Father ?
ABEL. Why, my bureau, the one I bought------
MRS JORDAN [pointing to the bureau}. Was it that one, Father ?
ABEL. Ah, that's it.  What's it doing here ?  Eh ?
[A pause.   The clock on the mantelpiece strikes six.   Every
one looks at it.
Dtat me if that isn't my clock, too.   What the devil's been
going on in this house ?                                      [A slight pause.
BEN. Well, I'll be hanged.
MRS JORDAN [rising I'll tell you what's been going on in this
house, Father. Nothing short of robbery.
MRS SLATER. Be quiet, Elizabeth.
MRS JORDAN. I'll not be quiet.   Oh, I call it double-faced.
HENRY. Now, now, Elizabeth.
MRS JORDAN. And you, too. Are you such a poor creature
that you must do every dirty thing she tells you ?
MRS SLATER [rising]. Remember where you are, Elizabeth.
HENRY [rising]. Come, come.   No quarrelling.
BEN [rising]. My wife's every right to speak her own
mind.
MRS SLATER. Then she can speak it outside, not here.
ABEL [rising; thumping the table]. Damn it all, will some one
tell me what's been going on ?
MRS JORDAN. Yes, I will.   I'll not see you robbed
ABEL. Who's been robbing me ?
MRS JORDAN. Amelia and Henry.   They've stolen your clock